Farewell, love, to your school of treacherous joy,
where spirit, sense and reason all unseating,

I did in vain my wasted years employ
and squandered the wild youth there's no repeating*

Unhappy he, who trusts that fickle boy,
sudden in whim as in his action fleeting,

who before spring our flowers doth destroy,
whose dream is madness and whose faith is cheating*

Youth suckled what from heat in the blood did draw;
my faith bewitched, while sloth corrupted me
with pleasures thinner than a wisp of smoke.

Yes, love, your flame is but a lighted straw*
The heart Cassandra yielded to Marie
in middle years a third and lovelier broke*
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